SCENE iv.]             BOTHWELL                      469

In the hot circle of his amorous arms

A-new-espoused adulteress.    Will you say

You were enforced or by false counsels bent

To take him to your bosom ?    In what eye

Was not the foregone commerce of your loves

As bare as shame ? what ear had heard not blown

His name that was your'sword and paramour.

Whose hand in yours was now as steel to slay.

Now as a jewel for love to wear, a pledge

Hot from your lips and from your husband's heart ?

Who knew not what should make this man so proud

That none durst speak against him of your friends

But must abide for answer unaware

The peril of the swords that followed him ?

Went he not with you where you went, and bade

Men come and go, do this or do not, stand

Or pass as pleased him, ere that day had risen

Which gave the mockery of a ravished bride

To the false violence of his fraudful rape

That hardly she could feign to fear, or hide

The sweetness of the hour when she might yield

That which was his before, and in men's eyes

Make proof of her subjection ?    Nay, forbear;

Plead not for shame that force was put on you

To bear that burden and embrace that shame

For which your heart was hungry; foe nor friend

Could choose but see it, and that the food desired

Must be but mortal to you.    Think on this,

How you came hither crowned these six years gone

In this same summer month, and with what friends